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I stole a silver knife

from my mother’s drawer

to cut down a tree,

a sapling in the wood,

to make a spear

like the man on TV.

It broke.

She called me, angry.

I knew I could not return

to face the music.

The song was too painful,

I hid

behind the rough-barked oak,

Scant sanctuary.

I peeked around the tree

to see her rushing

toward my hideaway,

her tongue clenched

between her teeth,

face contorted

I tried to run.





     She caught me easily

Now you’ve done it

The leather slaps a harmony

on my back

in concert with my cries

Why did you do it

Make me do this?

I do not know

I wanted the spear

to protect myself

I guess.

The potatoes lie

unpeeled

in the sink

while I lie

peeled

in the wood

Alone.

END

